She snatched her gift away; her cheek

"With scarlet was aflame;
*It isn't anything?* she said^
If we're the same ! *

Her eyes were like a stormy sea9

Forlorn, and vast9 and grey;
"Wherein a little beaten ship
Flew through the spray.

THE   PLAYMATE

Weep no more, nor grieve ? nor sigh ;
Wet and cold with tears is yet
The saddened lustre of thine eye;
Tearss dear, do darken it.

"Weep no more, thy grief hath made
Too wild, an autumn for so small
And meek a mouth, and tears have laid
Shadow where they fall.

Weep no more ; how dark a face
In thy hair ! Oh, I shall see
How many years, this silent place
Where I was cruel to thee !

STRANGERS
The sad bells sound;
Night hastens on apace ;
Oh, leave me not to languish
In this place!
I stand* I know,
Beside yous weeping not,
Pressing my childish Why ?
My stubborn "What ?
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